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Feast of the Annunciation. 








Tear, URING March the Catholic Church celebrates her 
D) psy] most significant feast in honor of the Blessed 
Py | Virgin, that which has likewise been authenticated 
as the most ancient, namely, the feast of the An- 
Soe nunciation. The feast of the Annunciation is 
known by numerous and very expressive titles, as, “Annunciation 
of the Blessed Virgin Mary,” “Salutation of Mary,” “Mary in 
Lent,” “Our Lady in the March Days,” etc. This day is, more- 
over, called “Annunciation of Christ,” “Christ’s Conception,” 
“Feast of the Incarnation,” “Beginning of our Redemption.” 
From these beautiful and significant titles we can readily 
perceive that the 25th of March bears not only the character of 
a feast of the Blessed Virgin but likewise of our Lord. With 
the Annunciation there begins for humanity a new, spiritual 
spring, a new time. It forms the passage from the Old to the 
New Testament, and is the beginning of the most important 
period in the history of the world, wherefore in many countries 
the New Year was begun on March 25th. 
How admirably the holy Bishop Gregory of Neocaesarea 
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(Asia Minor, ** 277) writes about the mystery of this great day. 
He says: “Today began the charming springtime; today, Christ, 
the true Sun of Justice, illumined with His first rays the darkness 
of the world; His light poured the divine grace into our hearts 
in order to elevate us to the hope of invisible things and reveal 
to us secret mysteries and wonders, far surpassing all understand- 
ing and comprehension of the human intellect.” 

Let us endeavor in spirit to penetrate as deeply as possible 
into the meaning and sentiments of this wondrous feast, and we 
will be forcibly aroused anew to the consciousness of God’s 
infinite mercy, goodness and wisdom, as also to the spiritual 
greatness and sanctity of Mary. May our hearts give vent to our 
gratitude in the glorious words of the psalm (cxvii.): “Give 
praise to the Lord, for He is good; for His mercy endureth 
forever.” And to the throne of the immaculate Mother of God 
let there ascend a fervent “Hail Mary.” 


QoS SS 


‘For You and for Me. 





Body and Blood, Soul, and Divinity of Our Lord 
Jesus Christ, under the appearance of bread and 
wine.” This is our firm and steadfast belief; and 
I do not doubt that you, my reader, and every Catholic worth 
the name, would rather die than deny this blessed truth. Yes, 
my friends, we all believe it; but, do we realize it? I can imagine 
your indignant asseveration that you do; but have patience and 
think a little. When you discuss, say, over the breakfast table, 
some terrible railway accident, earthquake, explosion, or any one 
of the great calamities which sometimes startle us in the morning 
papers, you doubtless feel great sympathy for the sufferers, and, 
if the account be reliable, you believe the report of the accident. 
But do you imagine you have realized it? If you could properly 
picture to yourself the mangled limbs, and the agonies of those 
unfortunate people, crushed past recognition beneath, say the 
debris of two express trains, do you imagine that you could 
dismiss the subject from your thoughts at a moment’s notice, 
with a mere “Dear me! How dreadful?” 
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Why! If, in cutting your bread, the knife slipped, and made 
but a slight wound upon your hand, that insignificant occurrence 
would make more real impression on those present, than half a 
dozen accounts of wrecks or of collisions. 

So it is with our belief in the Blessed Sacrament: we all 
believe in It, believe in It without the shadow of a doubt; but 
we realize It so lightly, that hours and days pass by without our 
thinking of Its Presence in the world. Indeed, many, perhaps, 
who would not dream of missing their Sunday Mass, are actuated, 
if they would but examine themselves, not so much by the desire 
of coming into the presence of the Holy Eucharist, and of assist- 
ing at its Sacrifice, as by mere habit of obedience to the Church, 
or through fear of becoming guilty of mortal sin by culpable 
absence. Not that I depreciate for one moment either of these 
motives — God forbid! Only, if we realized what we profess to 
believe, we would require no command from the Church to make 
us hear Mass, and no threat of incurring the guilt of sin by 
failing to do so. 


At the Time of Our Lord. 


There are many persons who wish they had lived at “the 
time of Our Lord.” Now, this is ten thousand times more the 
time of Our Lord than when He walked the earth in His visible 
humanity. Then He was corporally present in but one place at a 
time, and, comparatively speaking, but a small number of men 
were blessed with the sight. of His Divine countenance. But 
now, in every place where His Word is preached, He Himself 
abides, not in figure, but in reality. Many of you live quite close 
to a church; you, perhaps, pass it daily on your walks, or as you 
go to, and from, your work. Do you think of it? Do you 
realize that He Himself is there, as truly present as He was present 
in the Holy Land eighteen centuries ago? Do you realize that 
the same pierced hands are waiting there to bless you, the same 
gentle eyes to gaze upon you, and that the same adorable Heart 
is calling you, loving you, waiting for you to give it some little 
sign of love, or at least recognition, if nothing more than a 
genuflection ? 

Oh! do you think that if Catholics realized what they 
believe, it would be possible to go into a church at any hour 
and find it empty? Do you think that people — aye, and good 
people too, who go regularly to their duties, and, perhaps, hear 
Mass daily — could pass, and repass, churches without seeing, or 
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feeling, the necessity of entering, even if only for a moment? 

Again, others, after five minutes’ prayer, seem to find noth- 
ing to say, and, if they have not come provided with some book 
of devotions are at a loss what to do, and what to think about. 
Now, supposing you had lived centuries ago, and, by some 
happy chance, had dwelt near the Holy House at Nazareth; if 
our dear Lord had given you permission to go in and speak to 
Him as often as you wished, would you not have found some- 
thing to say? 

Would you not have wished to discuss with Him every dai- 
ly joy and sorrow, to seek His sympathy in every disappoint- 
ment or contradiction? Would you not have entered sometimes 
to thank Him for gladdening the earth with His presence, to 
acknowledge His kindness, to beg some gift, or to ask a blessing 
on yourself and others? And, if anyone insulted, or denied Him 
in your hearing, would it not be an occasion for you to hasten 
and assure Him that you, at least, would always show Him love 
and \veneration? Even supposing that at times you had nothing 
to say, would you not still have loved to enter, and to stay near 
Him, blessed by the mere fact of His Sacred Presence? 


In the Silence of the Sanctuary. 


God Himself has said, “Come to Me, all ye that labor and 
are burdened, and I will refresh you”; and none can go to the 
Blessed Sacrament with faith, with earnestness, and, above all, with 
love, without experiencing the infallibility of that divine promise. 
Go to the altar when you are in grief, and at the feet of Jesus 
you will find resignation, if not consolation; go to the Blessed 
Sacrament when you are beset with worries, doubts, and dis- 
couragement, and, in the silence of the sanctuary you will remem- 
ber that a faithful friend is near you, one who has said, “Behold! 
I am with you always, even to the consummation of the world.” 
Go to the Holy Eucharist simply out of love; and oh! with what 
divine peace will your hidden God repay you, filling your soul to 
overflowing with the sense of His awful, yet most gentle Presence. 
Even if to try your faith, and affection, He occasionally withdraws 
all sensible consolation, so that you find yourself filled with distrac- 
tions, and apparently deprived of all devotion, why should you 
fear? He is none the less there because He does not see fit to 
speak to you. 


QO DOS OO 
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Looking at the Sacred Host. 





HERE is an almost universal custom of keeping 
the head bowed low during the elevation at Mass. 
Many are scrupulously conscientious not to look 
at the Sacred Host or the chalice, fearing lest 
thereby they might fail in reverence towards God. 

Yea, many a mother takes pains to impress on her children, and 

certainly with the best intention, that at the elevation at Mass 

they must devoutly bow their heads. 

This manner of doing originates in a good will, but is, never- 
theless, not praiseworthy. Children thereby receive the impression 
that it were wrong to gaze into the countenance of the Eucha- 
ristic God, and that for such an act God would punish them, the 
same as He did the Bethsamites, of whom many were slain for 
looking through curiosity at the Ark of the Covenant (1 Kings 6). 
This custom is a remnant of the unhappy age of Jansenism. 

Holy Church holds altogether a different view; she desires 
that we devoutly look at the Blessed Sacrament. What signifi- 
cation were there otherwise in the precept of the Church which 
makes it obligatory for priests to elevate the Sacred Host after 
the consecration high enough that It may be seen by all. 

How pleasing to God is the desire to gaze at Him, even 
when veiled by the Eucharistic species, can be judged from the 
revelations of St. Gertrude. This saint received from our Lord 
the assurance that everyone’s merit for heaven would be in- 
creased, whenever he looked upon the Sacred Host with sentiments 
of longing and devotion. And when once in heaven he beholds 
God face to face, he should participate in as many special joys 
as the number of times he on earth gazed with longing and 
devotion at the body of the Lord, or even desired to do so when 
prevented. What a glorious promise! 

The desire of Pius X., of blessed memory, to propagate this 
pious custom, and to increase the veneration for the Sacrament 
of Love is manifested by the following privilege which he con- 
ferred in honor of the Blessed Sacrament. He granted an. 
indulgence of seven years and seven quarantines to all the 
faithful, who with faith, devotion and love gaze upon the Sacred 
Host, either at the elevation during Mass or when It is solemnly 
exposed in the monstrance. Whosoever performs this God-pleas- 
ing practice daily for a week, can gain a plenary indulgence 
once a week if he worthily receives Holy Communion. While 
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gazing at the Sacred Host, we should repeat the words, ‘‘My 
Lord, and my God !’’ 

Is not this gazing upon the Eucharistic Savior a magnificent 
profession of our faith in the Divinity of Christ, as it was pro- 
fessed by the incredulous Thomas? When Thomas said, “My 
Lord and my God!” he did not keep his eyes cast down, but 
looked with open and sincere gaze into the eyes of his Master. 
How beautiful were it not if the practice desired by Pius X. were 
introduced in all convents and parishes, and if the priests and 
teachers would train the young to observe it. A new, fruitful 
fountain of grace would then pour out over our cold, modernized 
world. Therefore, at the elevation, at benediction, or when the 
Blessed Sacrament is exposed for the adoration of the faithful, 
look at the Sacred Hos with sentiments of faith, hope, and 
love, and say with St. Thomas, “My Lord and my God!” 


QO OOS SO 


Three Striking Examples. 


A Bishop Watching a Flock of Sheep. 


IOLLIS, bishop of Digne, France, was accustomed to go 
M out into the country after he celebrated Mass on Sunday, 

and instruct the children in the catechism. Once he met 
a boy who was watching sheep. After conversing with him a 
few minutes he learned that the boy had not yet been to Mass, 
but that he could not leave the sheep. Thereupon the bishop 
offered to take the boy’s place until he came back from holy 
Mass. The lad finally consented and gave his staff to the bishop. 

When the farmer saw the boy, whom he had hired to watch 
the sheep, in the church, he hurried to him and asked why he 
left the flock alone. 

“A priest is watching them,” was the boy’s calm reply. 

“A priest!” said the man excitedly, “a priest, it’s a disguised 
thief who intends to rob us of our sheep.” 

He then took with him a few neighbors and hastened to 
catch the supposed thief. But how amazed were the good people 
when they found it was their bishop who was handling the shep- 
herd’s crook. The bishop found little difficulty in impressing 
every one of them with the importance of hearing Mass on 
Sunday. 
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“Where Have You Been to Mass Today?” 


N his booklet, “The Christian Father,” Bishop Egger of Saint 
Gall relates the following: “While I was a student, I once spent 
my vacation with a good Catholic family in the western part of 

Switzerland. We were just at dinner when the door opened and 
the eldest son entered. He had been at a college in southern 
Germany and joyfully returned home for his vacation. I noticed 
that the father’s countenance suddenly wore a frown, and before 
his son had closed the door behind him, he called out, ‘Where 
have you been to Mass today?” The young man stammered an 
excuse saying, “The stage-coach (it was previous to the time of 
railroads) left B. this morning at six o’clock, and consequently 
I could not get a chance to go to Mass before.’ 

“The father refused to shake hands, treated him as a stranger 
and had him waited on at table like a gues at a hotel. 
Next day it required the mother’s mediation before the father 
would recognize the young man as his son, and before he 
would again speak to him and treat him as one belonging {to 
his family. In all my experiences,” remarks the bishop, “I re- 
member but few incidents that impressed me more forcibly than 
did this lesson given on the duty to assist Mass on Sunday.” 


Nothing Is Lost by Attending Mass. 


POOR, but very industrious man, who had a large family, 
was once reminded by his pastor to attend Mass occa- 
sionally on weekdays too. 
“O Father, we can’t do that,” he replied; we must save every 
moment’s time to earn a few pennies.” 

“Well, just try it a while,” said the pastor; “let two of your 
children go to Mass every day for a month. If at the end of 
that time you have suffered any losses in business, come to me 
and | will at once make full compensation.” 

The poor man agreed to this proposal, and had two of his 
children assist at holy Mass daily. He, however, could not go, 
his business would not permit. When the firs month had ex- 
pired, he had all his children go to Mass, because for many 
years he had not been so successful as during that month. By 
letting his family assist at Mass and by continued industry, he 
finally became prosperous, and, what was the principal thing, 
all his children grew up good and devout Christians. 


DODO SS 
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The Eucharistic God Commands the Raging Flames. 





HE miracle which we are recounting took place, not behind 
bolted doors, but out in the open air; not in presence of 
one or two persons, but before the whole parish; nor was 

it a momentary occurrence but something that lasted for hours. 

The pastor of Riedenheim, Lower Franconia, writes as follows: 

“I must tell you of an undeniable miracle of the Blessed 

e Sacrament which was witnessed by my whole parish. On July 
8, 1896, the feast of St. Kilian, patron of our diocese, so furious 
a storm burst forth in our locality at about 5 P. M., that we all 
feared our last hour had come. After it had raged for nearly an 
hour, two successive flashes of lightning accompanied by deafening 
crashes of thunder struck two barns filled with straw and grain, 
and the next moment the barns were in full blaze. A few 
minutes later, two houses, the stables, and all the smaller 
surrounding buildings had fallen prey to the flames. The fire 
spread so rapidly that the cattle and nearly all the furniture were 
lost. The dwellings and barns east and west of the fire district were 
already attacked by the merciless element, and a strong wind from 
the north-west continually drove the flames across the street to- 
wards the buildings on the opposite side. It would be but a 
little while until these, too, would be ablaze and the destruction 
of the entire village would then be certain. 

“In this great danger and distress, I took the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, placed it in the monstrance, and hastening to the scene 
of the fire, gave Benediction. All the people fell on their knees 
and adored and praised the great God concealed beneath the 
frail species of bread. Everybody observed how the rolling smoke 
and the great flames that drove it forward began to roll suddenly 
back against the unchanging, fierce wind from the north-west, and 
separated themselves in gardens and fields. For hours, smoke and 
fire forced their way successfully through the strong, opposing 
wind. At the same time the blazing flames of the neighboring 
buildings, in an equally miraculous manner, confined themselves 
to their original area, and were finally extinguished. Shortly 
afterwards the voice of the village blacksmith was heard by all, 
exclaiming: ‘Father, He who once commanded the wind and the 
waves, has today in the monstrance also commanded the wind 
and the fire, and both obey Him!’ — Praise and thanksgiving be, 
therefore, to the Most Blessed Sacrament! 

“In this miracle of God’s protection, | recognize a reward for 
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the zeal with which my parishioners adore the Blessed Sacrament. 
Every Sunday from 6 A. M. to 6 P. M., five or six appointed 


adorers are present before the tabernacle every hour, and in the 
afternoon their number is increased by twenty or thirty persons.” 


QOS SS 


A Precious Discovery. 





BISHOP who was held in very high esteem by a Protestant 
duke, was once invited by the latter to a banquet. While 
they were at table, the prince said, “Your Lordship, have 

you ever seen my treasury?” 

“Never,” replied the bishop, “but it would certainly be of 
great interest to me, as I have heard so much about it.” 

Immediately the duke gave the necessary orders for inspecting 
his riches. They passed through several magnificent halls, then, 
as they opened the last folding doors, the host said, “Here 
we come into your quarters, your Lordship.” And in fact, the 
place was filled with all kinds of sacred vessels which by the 
secularization of church property had come into the duke’s 
possession. 

Suddenly the bishop stood as though riveted to the spot. What 
did he see? A monstrance containing the Blessed Sacrament — 
the Sacred Host seemed Still well preserved, — caught his gaze. 

“My God,” he prayed interiorly with all possible fervor, 
“inspire the duke to offer me a gift.” 

Almost at the same moment the duke said to the bishop, “May 
I offer your Lordship a present? Everything here is at your 
disposal.” 

The prelate’s choice was quickly made. That same day this 
monstrance with the Blessed Sacrament was placed in the bishop’s 
chapel where in private he made reparation to our Lord in the 
Holy Eucharist. 

Dear reader, a far nobler host calls you daily to a royal 
banquet. It is the King of heaven and earth. He invites you to 
look at His treasury; in His infinite love and condescension He 
shows you what is most precious on earth — His sacred flesh 
and blood. 

He offers it to you as a gift; at Holy Communion you may 
take it with you. Approach, therefore, frequently the holy table 
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and pray with the Church, “O Sacred Banquet wherein Christ is 
received, the memory of His passion renewed, the mind is filled 


with grace, and the pledge of our future life is given unto us!” 


DODO SS 


Mothers, the First Catechists. 





AINT Chrysostom calls mothers, the first teachers, the first 
S prophets, the first apostles that God sends to children. The 
celebrated Windthorst said that mothers are the irremovable 
school inspectors. I would like to call them their children’s first 
catechists. 

The catechist relates to the children the events of the Bible 
History; in like manner the Christian mother will not neglect to 
relate to her child some of the Bible stories. A mother has the 
singular gift to speak to her child in a childlike manner. With 
what interest and attention does not a child listen to its mother 
telling of the Child Jesus, how He loved to pray, how joyfully He 
obeyed, how tenderly He loved His parents. From the Bible 
History especially the child learns what God has done for the 
salvation of man; it is here that the little one, for the first time, 
hears of great men who were truly great in the eyes of God. Here 
he sees the abominable example of an envious Cain, of an 
ungrateful Judas. While on the one hand the example of the 
good and holy men fills the heart of the child with enthusiasm, 
on the other, the example of the wicked Stirs the little soul with 
horror and disgust. 

Further, it is of importance that the mother, being the first 
catechist, should question her child concerning the Sunday sermon. 
In this manner the child is aroused to take interest in the word 
of God. If the boy and girl know that they will be questioned, 
they will be compelled to be attentive during the sermon and 
instruction. 

As the first catechist of her child, the mother must show and 
teach through example. Words induce, but examples attract. 
A mother comes to church and her child is at her side. If the . 
mother makes a devout genuflection, if she blesses herself rev- 
erently, the child will imitate her. He likewise will fold his little 
hands, gaze at the mother, imitate the mother and pray as the 
mother does. 
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The Mother of Sorrows. 





eV O one would imagine what many a Christian wife 
Wad and mother must sometimes endure, either from 
fe = | her husband’s treatment, or on account of a way- 
AN Re ward child, or on account of misfortune and poverty. 
Ss w| To none of her neighbors does she reveal her 
troubles, nor in her prayers does she fuss with the Lord who 
had laid so heavy a cross upon her. Do you know whence this 
suffering mother derives strength and fortitude in her afflictions? 
I will tell you. She looks upon the Mother of Sorrows who says 
to her, “Behold, I too have suffered, and by far more than you, 
although I was the most pure, and without sin, I, the Mother of 
God. You too must suffer. Persevere, therefore, and your suffer- 
ings will be succeeded by joy. This was my experience, it will 
be yours also.” Thus the Mother of Sorrows consoles her suffer- 
ing children. Many a weak, uneducated woman is a Christian hero- 
ine in suffering, and puts to shame those who pride themselves with 
brilliant talent and education. 

Once during Lent when I had occasion to go to a certain 
rectory, the pastor’s mother informed me that the wife of a famous 
and highly educated physician had died. At the funeral which took 
place in the country, this doctor behaved like a person deprived of 
reason. “Who could dare take my wife from me? Who had a right 
to do so?” he continually cried out. The people disgusted with 
his unchristian manner of acting walked away and left him. 

How small does such a man, who boasts of worldly fame 
and skill, appear, compared with a certain devout farmer’s wife 
with whom I am acquainted. Her son, Francis, eighteen years 
of age, was attacked by the dread disease, diphtheria. Finally, 
there was no choice but to let the doctors make an incision in 
his throat. When the operation was about to be performed, the 
mother was not willing to leave the room. “A mother cannot 
witness such a scene,” said the doctor, and wished to lead her 
away. She, however, pointed to the image of the Mother of God 
in the corner of the room, saying, “See, Mary did not leave her 
Child when nailed alive to the cross.” She remained, and not a 
cry escaped her lips to make the surgeon’s hand tremble during 
the operation. And when there was no more hope for her son’s 
recovery and he died, she wept, it is true, but she replied to 
everyone who tried to comfort her, “The Lord gave and the Lord 
hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.” 











There Where Mary Stood We All Must Stand. 


There where Mary stood we all must stand sooner or later. 
Each one of us on his road of suffering must remain standing 
beneath the cross of his Redeemer; no one can pass it by. All 
depends on this, that we know how to stand beneath it in the 
proper disposition. We might stand near the cross and neverthe- 
less be lost, as were so many who were present at our Savior’s 
crucifixion. Yea, a person might with Christ be nailed to the cross 
by an incurable disease or suffer a loss of all his possessions, 
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and yet interiorly endure the torments of hell, as it were, if, like 
the bad thief, one would refuse to recognize sufferings as a just 
punishment for his sins and were not willing to do penance for 
them or rebel against the will of the Most High. 

Mary is our model in showing us how we should share in 
the cross of our Lord and suffer in union with Him. Mary was 
devoted to her Divine Son with a love so deep and tender as 
never a mother bore to her only child; her soul lived in His 
soul. For this reason she wished to feel His sufferings with 
Him, and be near Him in His most agonizing hours in order 
thus to give Him some consolation. On Calvary she did not 
conduct herself like an unhappy mother in despair, but she 
honored the holy will of God by her patience and resignation. 
To suffer with such love for Jesus, with such submission to God, 
this it is, Christian soul, that the image of the Mother of Sorrows 
teaches you. 

When we contemplate Mary beneath the cross, we may feel 
as an apprentice does in looking at the work of his master. 
The master asks him, “Will you be able to do it? Can you 
imitate my work?” What does the apprentice answer? He 
says, “I doubt that I shall ever become as skillful in the pro- 
fession as you are; nevertheless, I will try and daily learn from 
you so that I, too, may some time become an expert in the 
work.” Mary is the most sublime, the true and perfect model 
in suffering. Look upon Mary, therefore, when you endure 
sufferings, and say 


Bid me bear, O Mother blessed! 
On my heart the wounds impressed 


Suffered by the Crucified. 


For the Holy Lenten Season. 


If ever during the year our Savior’s sufferings should be 
devoutly meditated upon, it is during Lent. Not to think and 
meditate on the Passion of our Lord and Savior is an act of 
unpardonable ingratitude. The greatest and most magnificent 
of all miracles, is, according to St. Thomas of Aquin, the passion 
and death of Christ on the cross. St. Francis of Assisi recognized 
by divine inspiration that the devotion most pleasing to the Lord 
is to meditate on the sufferings of Christ. This is truly the 
oldest and most venerable devotion, the devotion mos widely 
spread. It is the devotion that can easily be practiced by every 
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one. A heart of piety and a good will are all that is neces- 
sary; education and knowledge are not required. 

The most profitable book for the holy Lenten season is 
without doubt the “Passion of Our Lord Jesus Christ,” according 
to the revelations of the servant of God, Anna Catherine 
Emmerich. This book may justly be called a world’s book, 
destined for all Christian people, and deserves to be translated 
into every language. The amount of good this book has already 
effected in the hearts of its readers will be marveled at on the 
day of Judgment. 

Anyone wishing a copy, either in English or in German, can 
procure it at the extraordinarily low price of $1.00. Address 
Benedictine Sisters, Clyde, Mo. 


QO OOOO 


Two Significant Remarks of Pius X. 





The tomb of the late Holy Father, Pius X., of beloved 
memory, can be seen surrounded by the faithful from many parts 
of Italy. Many spiritual favors are granted there in answer to 
confident prayer, and not rarely do we hear of miracles obtained 
through his intercession. The outbreak of the fearful war of 
nations broke the heart of the noble Pope. He strove by every 
possible means to prevent this great calamity, and begged and 
conjured Austria rather to submit to ignominy than to declare 
war. When his physician asked him whether Austria’s cause 
were not a just one, he uttered these significant words: “All 
too just.” On another occasion he said, “Those who will be 
defeated in this struggle will be the freemasons.” 

Let us pray fervently and often for our Holy Father, Bene- 
dit XV. He is approaching a time replete with dangers. He is 
surrounded by snares and evil designs from all sides especially 
by the freemasons. 


QO DOS OS 


APPROBATION AND RECOMMENDATION. I beg to say that your 
periodical of the Blessed Sacrament, “TABERNACLE AND PURGA- 


TORY,” has my hearty approval and recommendation. 
+ M. F. BURKE. 











N the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread.” Thus 
God spoke to Adam, and as long as the world 
exists no one will be able to evade this law. Man 
is born to labor as the bird to fly; to labor is 
man’s lot. Until the time when the Son of God 

appeared on earth, man avoided manual labor; only slaves 

worked, and any person who was obliged to work for a living 
was despised. Then dawned the fullness of time, the Son of 

God was to become man to redeem the world. Whom will He 

choose for His Mother? whom for His foster-father? Behold, a 

poor virgin who earns her bread by the labor of her hands; 

behold, a poor carpenter, a laborer, whose name is Joseph! 

In the humble home of a laborer, Jesus, the Son of God, 
passed His days until He was thirty years old. For thirty years 
He remained at the side of His foster-father, for thirty years He 
never left the plain home of the paor carpenter; for eighteen 
years our Lord worked with Joseph, only three years did He 
devote to His public life of teaching, and completed it with the 
great work of redemption on the cross. 

St. Joseph knows who it is that is working at his side, he 
knows that Jesus is the Son of God, the Word by whom all 
things are made, by which heaven and earth came into existence, 
he knows that Jesus is the Word that preserves, sustains and 
rules all things, the Word of the Eternal Father. Will he on 
that account lay aside his plane and say to our Lord: “Son of 
the living God, why should I labor and earn Your and my bread 
in weariness and toil? Thou art the Almighty, Thou dost nourish, 
clothe and preserve all things that exist: transform this cottage 
into a palace and let poverty give way to wealth and grandeur.” 














242 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


Our Savior Desired to Ennoble, to Sanctify 
and Elevate Labor. 


Of all this St. Joseph says not a word, he has no desire for 
it. He works on silently, in patience and resignation, for and 
with Jesus. He is aware of God’s decree that the Savior of 
mankind should be like unto man in all things, sin excepted, 
and that He must therefore endure tribulations which are the 
consequences of sin. Among these tribulations we must number 
labor. Our Savior desired to subject Himself to labor. He desired 
to take from it the ignominy which clung to it, He desired to 
ennoble it, to sanctify and elevate it. 

All this was known to and constantly before the mind of 
St. Joseph. For this reason he loved labor, for this reason he 
never wearied swinging his ax, for this reason he rejoiced when 
his hands were made rough and callous, for this reason he was 
filled with peace and joy when eating the bread which he had 
earned by toil and labor; the very thought: Jesus was working 
at his side and he was permitted to walk the same path of 
labor with Jesus, gave St. Joseph sweet consolation and encour- 
agement. Moreover, St. Joseph united in himself all the virtues 
with which a Christian laborer should be adorned. 

With all industry he labored from early morning until late 
in the evening for the maintenance of the Holy Family. He was 
not disconcerted if the sun poured down its burning rays upon 
him, if the perspiration came thick and fast from his brow, if 
the weary limbs demanded rest, if the masters for whom he 
worked made unreasonable demands and treated him unkindly, 
yea, wrongly, if he saw the rich spend their time and life in 
luxury and idleness, if he found himself disregarded and despised 
as a common laborer. 

He toiled because his duties required it, because God willed 
it thus; because Jesus and Mary were dependent on his labors, 
because Jesus Himself labored with him. One glance at his 
Divine Foster-son made all his work sweet and gave him new 
Strength and new courage. Never were his labors marred by 
ill humor, dissatisfaction, murmuring or complaint against Divine 
Providence, for he did not wish to become rich or lead a life 
in comfort or laziness. 


St. Joseph Desired No Other State of Life. 


He therefore did not envy those who were rich or of superior 
rank. Perfectly content that God had destined him to labor, he 
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desired no other state of life. Regardless of the fact that in his 
veins flowed the royal blood of David, the holy carpenter was 
perfectly resigned to his simple state of life, he practiced at his 
labors the most sublime virtues of humility and meekness, of 
patience and obedience, and self-denial. 

No doubt he would have desired to see his Divine Foster-son 
and his beloved Spouse in better circumstances, to offer them 
a more comfortable home, and many a time it pained him to 
see Jesus perform such hard work, to see the Savior of the 
world and His Blessed Mother eat the bread which they earned 
by the sweat of their brow; nevertheless, he knew it was the 
will of God that it should be thus, he knew that Jesus and Mary 
desired nothing better. 


Prayer and Labor. 


Satisfied with his vocation, he strove like Jesus to sanctify 
his work. As Jesus wished to glorify His Heavenly Father by 
the low and humble labors of a carpenter, so also did St. Joseph. 
Every movement of his hand, every time he used a tool, all was 
with the intention to honor God, to accomplish His holy will. 
He commenced his work with prayer, he accompanied it with 
prayer, yea, his work itself, because sanctified by a good inten- 
tion, was a prayer. Thus his every action was good, was God- 
pleasing, and from day to day, from hour to hour, he became 
richer in merit, richer in grace. 

When the week was ended, when the Sabbath, the day of 
rest was at hand, his little cottage was verily transformed into 
a paradise. Now he could satisfy his heart’s desire to hold sweet 
intercourse with God in holy contemplation, now he could refresh 
his spirit by the reading of Holy Scripture, now he could hear ° 
from the lips of Jesus the most sublime instructions. Now he 
could converse with Jesus and Mary of heavenly things. Oh, 
how he then returned thanks to God for the grace of his vocation! 
St. Joseph was a carpenter, a laborer, who fulfilled the command 
of God: “In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread.” 

The will of God, the example of Jesus, were for St. Joseph 
the rule of conduct, the cause of peace and contentment with 
his state of life. 

Imitate him, choose him for your model and protector. If 
you follow him, you will find true peace and happiness on earth, 
and when days of trial and misfortune come upon you, you will 
find aid through his intercession, and finally reach that place 
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where there is no more labor, but where we may enjoy the 
fruits of our work done in God and for God, and where we 
may rest from our toil in the bosom of God with Jesus, Mary 


and Joseph. 
IOS 


Go to Joseph! 





JREQUENTLY those who love us and would like to 
1 confer benefits on us are unable to do so. Not so 
with St. Joseph. The omnipotent Son of God, who 
on earth called him “father,” and in His heavenly 
kingdom ranks him next to Mary, gave to St. Joseph more 
power than to any of the other saints in heaven. The power of 
St. Joseph, like that of the Mother of God, is, in a certain sense, an 
omnipotent power, but a pleading omnipotence, omnipotentia 
supplex, for our Lord refuses him nothing that he asks. Jesus is 
happy to receive his petitions, and to grant them, and it almost 
seems as though in heaven He Still wishes to be subject to His 
foster-father, as in the days of His mortal life on earth. 

He permits him to take from His divine treasury with full 
hands in order to pour out upon us the treasures of divine grace 
and mercy, as did Joseph, the son of Jacob, who took the corn 
from the king of Egypt’s graneries, to feed his brethren and all 
who had recourse to him. From the heights of heaven, the King 
of glory addresses to us the same words, so to say, which King 
Pharao called out to the starving people of Egypt: “Go to 
Joseph!” “Go to Joseph,” we also are bidden. 

Go to Joseph, ye poor and distressed who Struggle in want 
and misery. Like you, and even more than you, did he experience 
poverty, want and humiliation. He will sympathize with you in 
your suffering and will comfort you by obtaining for you the aid 
of Christian charity and the grace to be resigned to the will of 
God. 


Go to Joseph, ye laborers and tillers of the soil, who bear 
the heat and burden of the day. He will teach you how to sanctify 
your work and to make it profitable not only for this world, but 
above all for life eternal. He will teach you how to make every- 
thing you do meritorious by offering your labors to God, by 
sanctifying Sundays and holydays, by uniting your sufferings with 
those of the divine Laborer of Nazareth, in order to alleviate and 
teal your sufferings. 
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Go to Joseph, Christian husband and wife; confide to him 
your grief, your sorrow, your anguish of soul. Choose him for 
your protector and that of your children. He will obtain for you 
the grace to live holily in the state of life which Divine Providence 
has assigned to you. He will teach you how to bring up your 
children not only for this world but also for heaven, and to educate 
their young hearts in the love of God and in all virtues. 

Go to Joseph, ye souls who are consecrated to God, ye 
virgins and spouses of Jesus Christ. He will produce in you a 
glowing love for your heavenly Bridegroom, the spirit of interior 
and oral prayer, love for silence, for a secluded life, more contempt 
for the things of this world which you have renounced. He will 
obtain for you all those virtues which can beautify your soul and 
endear you to Him whose delight is to walk among lilies. 

Go to Joseph, just and sinners, rich and poor, you who are 
in sorrow and you who rejoice. For the just he will obtain the 
grace of perseverance and an increase of justice. For sinners he 
will be a powerful intercessor. His arms and his heart have been 
the throne of eternal mercy, of the mercy that became man in 
order to seek and to save sinners. He will bring it about that 
we find grace with God and become reconciled with Him, who 
promised that a humble and contrite heart would not be cast from 
Him. And you that mourn and are distressed, go to St. Joseph 
he will allay your grief and anguish, yea, change it into joy. He 
experienced the trials and sufferings of this land of exile as well 
as you, and now, having entered the glories of heaven, he still has 
a compassionate heart for you. 


DODO SS 


How Ethan Allen’s Daughter Became a 
Sister of St. Joseph. 





apd! ISS Frances Allen, daughter of Colonel Ethan Allen, 
was born in Vermont in 1784. While still very 
young she lost her father and some years later 
her mother contracted a second marriage with 
Dr. Penniman. Miss Allen, who even as a child 
gave evidence of a keen and inquiring intelligence, devoted 
much of her time to reading. Novels and other irreligious works 
were the only kind of literature that ever fell into her hands 
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and consequently she soon became a victim of infidelity without 
ever having learned to know the Christian religion. 

Her sound judgment, however, soon made her suspect that 
truth could not be found in these books, and frequently in 
speaking to her mother, she would endeavor to discern the truth 
from that which was false. The Catholic religion was portrayed 
to her in the most hideous colors; but this description did not 
satisfy her, and she determined to go to Montreal to learn for 
herself how much of truth there was in these assertions. 

Knowing that her step-father, who loved her tenderly, would 
not easily consent to her plan, for fear that she might become 
a Catholic, Miss Allen hid from him the actual reason for her 
journey, and merely told him that she wished to go to Montreal 
to learn French. Dr. Penniman yielded to her wishes but with 
great reluctance. Before her departure her parents wished her 
to be baptized. She was much opposed to this proposal, but 
at last to please her mother she consented. 

Not believing in any religion, however, she continued laugh- 
ing during the ceremonies of baptism, so that the Presbyterian 
minister, Mr. Barber, rebuked her severely. She was then about 
twenty-one. 

At Montreal she applied for admission at a convent school. 
She was received with the hope that in connection with her 
Study of French she would likewise acquire a knowledge of the 
true faith, The nuns soon discovered in her the stamp of a 
Strong self-will; she would never agree to the opinion of others 
except when she could no longer find any reasons for opposing; 
nor did she attempt to hide her unbelief from her teachers. 


Suddenly She Feels Herself Checked. 


One day a nun requested her to place a vase of flowers 
upon the altar, and on this occasion to genuflect before the Blessed 
Sacrament. The young lady withdraws laughing, but determined 
to make no genuflection before the altar. She opens the door 
leading to the sanctuary, but suddenly feels herself checked so 
that she cannot advance a single step. Surprised at this extra- 
ordinary obstacle she makes three attempts to proceed, but each 
time in vain. Amazed and conquered, she falls on her knees 
and humbly adores her Lord and God of whose real presence 
she is now convinced. Immediately she withdraws into the rear 
of the church where she sheds copious tears, saying to herself, 
“After such a miracle | must surrender myself entirely to the Lord.” 
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Meantime she kept the occurrence secret, but asked her 
teachers to be instructed that later on she might be able to go 
to confession. After the necessary instruction had been given 
her, she solemnly renounced her infidelity and was baptized by 
Rev. P. Sauluier, pastor of Villa Marie, as her lack of consent 
had rendered the baptism formerly conferred by the minister 
invalid. Finally she also received Holy Communion and resolved 
to lead a devout life. 

Dr. and Mrs. Penniman when informed of their daughter’s 
change of religion, were highly displeased, and at once repaired 
to Villa Marie to fetch her home. She went with them and during 
the ensuing six months she had much to endure, especially from 
her step-father who was bitterly opposed to the Catholic religion. 
During Lent she kept the fast very strictly, and went so far in 
her zeal as almost to endanger her already delicate health. 

All her parent’s remonstrances proved fruitless. Miss Allen 
would not be misled and declared to them her firm determination 
to become a nun. Her mother, desiring only her child’s happi- 
ness, at length consented, and the following spring accompanied 
her daughter to Montreal. Miss Allen had not decided on any 
particular religious Order, her sole desire was to consecrate 
herself to the Lord: by means of a devout life. 


With a Cry of Astonishment She Exclaims, 
“It is His Figure Exactly !” 


In order to learn her vocation she visited the churches of 
Montreal and among these also the church of the principal 
hospital. 

She raised her eyes to the painting over the high altar, a 
representation of the Holy Family; but scarcely had she fixed 
her gaze on the countenance of St. Joseph when she said to her 
mother with a cry of astonishment, “It is his figure exactly. You 
see, dear mother, that St. Joseph wants me here; it was he who 
saved my life from the monster that tried to devour me.” 

She then reminded her mother of an incident which occurred 
in her childhood. Once when twelve years old she was walking 
along the bank of a river. Whilst her eyes were sweeping across 
the turbulent waves, she suddenly, to her dismay, perceived a 
horrible monster coming out of the water, and turning towards 
her. She was in great fright, but what terrified her most was that 
she was unable to avert her eyes from the monster, and that she 
could not make the least movement to escape. 
























































In this desperate situation, she saw at her side a venerable 
old man with a brown mantle about his shoulders, and a cane 
in his hand. He took hold of her arm, and gently pushing her 
said, “What are you doing here little girl? Run off at once!” 

She did run off as quickly as possible. After she had run 
some distance she turned to look for the venerable old man but 
could no longer see him. Having reached home in great excite- 
ment, her mother guessed from her terrified appearance that 








250 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


something extraordinary had happened. Frances related all to 
her and when the mother heard what the strange old man had 
done for her child she immediately dispatched a servant to find 
him, in order that she might show him her gratitude. But all 
their searching was in vain, and they could never ascertain what 
had become of the stranger. 

Now, when Miss Allen recognized in the painting of St. Joseph 
the features of her rescuer, she felt confirmed in her resolution 
to enter a convent, and further, she was resolved to become a 
daughter of St. Joseph. It matters little whether this monster and 
the venerable old man were real and corporal or whether they 
were phantasm. Suffice it that Miss Allen believed that she 
owed her life to this stranger. 

The remembrance of his features was so vividly before her, 
that after thirteen years she recognized the same features and 
clothing, and expressed her surprise when she beheld the figure 
of St. Joseph on the picture. The monster from which she could 
not escape and which threatened to devour her, was doubtless 
the form of the incomparable more cruel monster — that of 
infidelity and heresy — from which St. Joseph delivered her, in 
order to lead her to the convent. 

Soon afterwards Miss Allen appeared before the Mother 
Superior, with the petition to be admitted into the number of her 
daughters. In September of that year she was received into the 
novitiate of the Sisters of St. Joseph. The following spring her 
parents went to Montreal to visit her. They made a close inspec- 
tion of everything about the convent, and were surprised to see 
that the nuns were happy and contented and united by the bonds 
of sincere charity. They had imagined that Catholic convents were 
so many prisons in which the inmates were living a life of idleness. 

Now they congratulated their daughter on the choice of her 
vocation. The young novice, on her part, felt consoled to find 
that her parents had given up their former prejudice, and with 
renewed zeal and fervor she strove faithfully to perform her duties. 

When the time arrived for making her holy vows, the convent 
chapel was thronged with guests. Many American friends came 
to witness the strange spectacle of Ethan Allen’s daughter becom- 
ing a Catholic nun. All admired the young religious who had 
resolved to spend the rest of her days within the solitude of the 
convent. And Sister Allen fully justified the expectations that 
had been entertained at her reception, by her zeal and virtuous 
life. She died at Montreal in 1819. 








Tabernacle and Purgatory 251 


An Unexpected Cure by St. Joseph. 





EV. Father Gavenda in Romiers, Silesia, received 
from his sister Euphrosine, who was a Sister 
of Charity in Rio Janeiro, Brazil, the following 
faithful report regarding the sudden cure of a 
patient who was apparently at the point of death. 

“Some time ago one of our sisters who had been on duty else- 

where, was brought to our hospital in a very critical condition. 

Both her feet seemed paralyzed, and she was afflicted with heart 

trouble, and suffered exceedingly great pain in her back. She 

could not even lie in bed, but had to sit on a sofa; and even 
then she often fainted away from excessive pain. 

“The physicians’ efforts during the first ten days were entirely 
unseccessful, and finally they abandoned all hope of curing her. 
The poor sufferer kept growing weaker, and asked to receive 
the last sacraments, that she might be prepared to die with 
resignation. Our community had begun the devotion in honor 
of St. Joseph, and in the evening we once more paid a visit to 
our sick sister. At her bedside we offered up prayers for her 
in common, especially to St. Joseph, imploring him to intercede 
for her with God for the grace of a speedy recovery or a happy 
death. When we had finished, we took a last farewell and 
begged the sister who was on night duty, that in case there was 
a sudden change for the worse to call us. 

“At about half past eight, the night nurse supposed the end 
had come. Seeing that the patient was very feverish and her 
lips parched, she offered her a drink of water, which, however, 
she could not swallow, as her tongue was much swollen. In 
this state of torture the sufferer prayed in silence to St. Joseph. 
Towards ten o’clock she breathed a deep sigh, and her head sank 
back against the upper part of the chair. Now the nurse thought 
it must have been her last breath and sigh, and that she must be 
dead. But on looking closer she saw that the sister still breathed a 
little. Soon afterwards she noticed a most remarkable change. 

“The dying sister’s pallid cheeks became rosy, her counte- 
nance assumed a pleasant expression, and apparently unconscious 
she folded her hands and whispered a prayer in which the name 
of St. Joseph was distinctly heard. It seemed that she was 
holding interior communication with St. Joseph. Suddenly she 
awoke and exclaimed, ‘Am I dreaming? No, no! I am well! I 
have no more pain!’ 
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“The nurse in her amazement replied, ‘I will not believe that 
you are cured unless you take this glass of water and drink it 
alone.’ The patient seized the glass firmly and drank the water 
without the least difficulty. Both then exclaimed, ‘That is St. 
Joseph’s work; he has effected this cure.’ 

“Arising without any aid, the healed sister put on her habit, 
then going to the statue of St. Joseph which was in her room, she 
fell on her knees, and through her intercessor, St. Joseph, fervently 
thanked God for this miracle. She then took a pen and wrote 
letters to her dear ones informing them of her cure. After that 
she proceeded to the chapel once more to thank God, and next 
she went to her superior’s room. The latter aroused from sleep 
and seeing this sister stand before her, was struck with surprise. 
The thought at once came to her that the nun must have died, 
and that her spirit had returned. She therefore asked, ‘Dear 
sister, are you in need of prayers?’ 

“The happy religious in great joy now related her sudden 
cure effected through St. Joseph’s intercession. In a few moments 
the other nuns, having been informed by the night nurse, came 
in haste. They, too, were at first under the impression that it 
could be only her spirit, as it seemed but natural that the sister 


had died. 


“Overcome with joy at this miracle wrought at the interces- 
sion of St. Joseph, all the nuns repaired to the chapel where 
they united in giving thanks to God. After they had once more 
retired, the favored nun still remained and poured out her heart 
in gratitude to God till morning. Thereupon she went to the 
city to carry the happy tidings of her miraculous cure to the 
other members of the community.” 


QO DOS SOS 


Guided to the Convent by St. Joseph. 





about the choice of a vocation than I had been,” writes a 

religious. “The thought that my eternal salvation depended 
on this choice, caused me a year of struggle. Finally 1 made up 
my mind to become a Sister of Charity. Now the difficulty 
began: I needed the consent of my parents and had to surmount 
many other obstacles. 

“March 12th was appointed for my departure. In order to 
reach a foreign country, it was necessary that I have a passport. 


| doubt whether anyone could be more anxious and concerned 
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In my hurry to be soon within the silent walls of the convent 
and to obtain the desired peace of my heart, I did not wait for 
my passport. I was naturally very timid, nevertheless I undertook 
this long journey all alone, confiding in St. Joseph, the patron 
of travelers. 

“My confidence was not in vain. But when I neared the 
boundary, I was seized by an indescribable fear and discourage- 
ment; in my fear I thought of St. Joseph. ‘Thou patron of the 
convent and ‘protector of travelers,’ I prayed, ‘assist me now, 
if it is my vocation, that I may be successful in crossing the 
border; I will in return love and venerate thee my whole life long.’ 

“When we reached the next station two passengers entered 
the coach. My attention was drawn at once by the appearance 
of one of the travelers, for he reminded me of a picture of St. 
Joseph. He asked me where I was going, and continued to 
question me until I had told him the name of the last station, 
the end and object of my journey. 

“*You are of course going to the convent?’ he asked. 

“ *Yes,’ I answered, somewhat suspicious. 

“‘T am acquainted with this convent, I have already had 
some business there,’ he continued. ‘Have you a passport?’ 

“ ‘No,’ I said, reluctantly, my fears increasing as he told me 
how necessary it was to have a passport. 

“*Just follow me,’ he then said reassuringly. Remarkable, 
we had no further conversation. 

“When we arrived at the inspection house, travelers who 
were without a passport were sent back before our very eyes. 
My protector, I would like to call him St. Joseph, walked before 
me, and gave the officials satisfactory information regarding my 
passport. He then led me without the least trouble or interfer- 
ence through a long wide passage to the ticket window, gave me 
a few words of advice for the rest of my journey, procured my 
ticket, and scarcely had I chance to express to him my appre- 
ciation when he had disappeared. Full of joy and gratitude I 
returned to my baggage, and soon arrived safe at the convent 
where I found what I had sought, peace of soul. I feel like telling 
every one: ‘In all your needs go to St. Joseph, he can grant 
your petitions!’ ” 


REMARK.—Here we wish to remark, that pret revelations, 
according to the decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 
and 1641, in so far as the Church has not decided upon them, 
elaim only human eredence. 




















ST. PATRICK’S LAST PRAYER. 


The light that burns in Erin now 
Mu&t ne’er, O Lord, be quenched; 

Must burn the brighter for the blood 
Wherewith her soil is drenched. 
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Up from that holy soil shall spring 
ApoStles to the world; 

And unto Doom in Patrick’s land 
Ne’er be thy banner furled. 


I cm but du&t and ashes, Lord, 
Like Abraham of old; 

So let my words to Thee, O Lord, 
Like Abraham’s be bold. 


’Twas Thou did&st send me long ago 
Thy people, Lord, to save; 

Thy love, O Lord, mu&t not grow cold 
When I am in my grave. 


With aching heart I offer Thee 
My body’s breaking frame; 

Let it be torn by beasts, O Lord, 
Or burnt in martyr’s flame. 


Thyself, O Lord, wast made a curse, 
To save from curse Thine own; 
To Thee from Erin when I come 
I cannot come alone. 


I must not lose Thy people, Lord, 
I mu&t not lose Thine Isle; 

So long the ocean roars around 
Must Erin be mine Isle. 


Rev. P. Cummins. 


QO OOS SS 


Explanation to the Poem. 





language, in spite of his humility, reveals how he was 
conscious that he was restoring to God a nation, which 
he held in trust for his Master. 

“Behold,” he writes at the termination of his Confession, “I now 
commend my soul to my most faithful God, for whom in my 
lowliness | am ambassador; and, therefore, He who makes no 
account of persons has chosen me for this office, so that, from 
amongst the least of His creatures, | should be His minister. 
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‘What shall I render to Him for all the things that He hath 
rendered to me?’ Or what can I say, or what can I promise 
to my Lord? For of myself | am worth nothing, unless He 
Himself shall give. Wherefore may my Lord avert that it should 
ever come to pass that I should lose His people, whom He has 
gained at the ends of the earth. And if for the sake of my 
God, whom I love, I have ever imitated anything that is good, | 
beseech Him to grant that, in the likeness of those who were 
converts, or captives for His name, I may also pour out my 
blood. For of a certainty I know, that if this is granted to me, | 
shall gain my soul with the price of my body; for without doubt 
in that day we shall rise in the brightness of the sun, that is, in 
the glory of Jesus Christ.” 

The body of the Saint was wrapped in the shroud woven 
by St. Bridget, and the prodigies attendant on his death were 
in keeping with those of his life. A sweet fragrance exhaled 
from his sacred flesh, and during the twelve days that his body 
lay unburied, a bright light was seen in that part of the country 
and it is said that the voices of angels were heard singing, night 
and day, the praises of the servant of Christ. 


QOS SOS 


SUBSCRIPTION PREMIUMS. 


For 3 new subseriptions to ‘“‘Tabernacle and Purgatory,’’ paid 
in advance, we will mail you a copy of the “Golden Book,” in 
excellent type, black binding, red edges; or if preferred, a gilded 
statue, height 6 in. 

For 5 new subscriptions paid in advance, a copy of the ‘“‘Golden 
Book,’’ in leather binding, gilt edges; or a gold-chain rosary, 
with five years guarantee. 

For 6 new subscriptions paid in advance, an ivory finish 
composition statue, 10 inches high. 

For 8 new subscriptions paid in advance, a copy of the book, 
‘‘Father Paul of Moll.’’ 

For 10 new subscriptions paid in advance, a gold-chain 
rosary, ten years guarantee. 

After the subseription price has been received, the rosaries 
will be blessed and forwarded to you. 


WO 0 








ARE YOU SUFFERING 
from Muscular Rheumatism or Neuralgia? 


Try “SANTA BARBARA LINIMENT” 
Without Delay. 


“| For more than forty years Santa Barbara Liniment 
has proved a most effective and unsurpassed remedy 
for disorders of the muscles or stiffness of the joints 
caused by contracting a cold, by a change of temper- 
ature or weather, by dampness, drafts, etc. Muscular 
Rheumatism causes dull or sharp pains, either in the 
back, neck, hips, or in the limbs. 


{| Any of these ailments are, as a rule, speedily and 
permanently cured by Santa Barbara Liniment if 
used according to directions and at the proper time. 


4 Santa Barbara Liniment should be a Home Remedy 
and ought always to be kept on hand that it can be 
applied when any member of the family has con- 
tracted rheumatism or neuralgia by a cold. 


4 This Liniment is for external use only. For ordinary 
attacks one bottle suffices, but very severe cases may 
need two bottles. We are in possession of many testi- 
monials expressing gratitude and acknowledging the 
efficaciousness of the Santa Barbara Liniment. 


“4 Price per bottle $1.00. 


4] Can be procured genuine only from 


Benediétine Convent, Clyde, Mo. 
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“Tabernacle and Purgatory.”’ 


Published under the direction of Issued in English and in Ger- 
Rev. P. Lukas, O.S.B., by the man, eight times a year, viz. : Jan- 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual uary, February, March, May, June, 
Adoration, Clyde, Mo. August, October, November. 


Subscription Price, per year 50 cents 
For Canada, Ireland and England 60 cents 


Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office at Clyde, 
Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. 





